THE GREAT REWARD.   II.  CHARACTER

and new beauty ! What pages of modern prose
would you have rather written than those in Rous-
seau's fifth Promenade in which he describes the
reveries of his sojourn on that Swiss island ? Remem-
ber Sir Thomas Browne's admonition, " Despise not
the obliquities of younger ways, nor despair of better
things whereof there is yet no prospect" ; and3 my
dear sir, don't talk yourself into an old fogey before
your time !'

XI

I have dwelt at length on Shakespeare's gift for
character-creation, because in this aspect of his art
he has no rival. In his creation of souls as he had
no predecessor (with one august Exception, and even
Adam and Eve are more c types5 than characters,
being quite unlike Hamlet and Cleopatra), so no
one ever since has been his equal. He was the first
portrayer of the subtleties of the spirit, and he makes
us aware of these subtleties by embodying them in
the accents, rhythms and overtones of expressive
speech.

But why, we may ask ourselves, should this be so
overwhelming an achievement; why should this
creation of crowds of people have an esthetic value
so astonishing that all other values seem to grow dim
beside it ? Most of us rather dislike people, especially
in crowds. Sir Walter Raleigh's lines,

/ wish I loved the Human Race ;
I wish I loved its silly face ;